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none. . . . That man should be so perfectionised as to be
able to expel evil from his own nature, and from the greater
part of the creation was the cardinal point of his system. And
the subject he loved best to dwell on, was the image of one
warring with the Evil Principle, oppressed not only by it, but
by all, even the good, who were deluded into considering evil
a necessary portion of humanity. A victim full of fortitude
and hope, and the spirit of triumph emanating from a reliance
in the ultimate omnipotence of good."

"This poem," he himself says, "was chiefly written upon
the mountainous ruins of the Baths of Caracalla, among the
flowers, glades, and thickets of odoriferous blossoming trees,
which are extended in ever winding labyrinths upon its im-
mense platforms and dizzy arches suspended in the air. The
bright blue sky of Rome, and the effect of the vigorous awaken-
ing of spring in that divinest climate, and the new life with
which it drenches the spirits even to intoxication, were the
inspiration of this drama."l

And while he wrought and wove the radiant
web of his poem, Mary, excited to greatest
enthusiasm by the treasures of sculpture at
Rome, and infected by the atmosphere of art
around her, took up again her favourite pursuit
of drawing, which she had discontinued since
going to Mariow, and worked at it many hours
a day, sometimes all day. She was writing, too;
a thoroughly congenial occupation,'at once sooth-
ing and stimulating to her. She studied the Bible,
with the keen fresh interest of one who comes
new to it, and she read Livy and Montaigne.

Little William was thriving, and growing more
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